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The Little Supper
LAUGHTER is nature's great unwinder.

When the mainsprings of our daily
life are so tightly wrought that we

need relief from the tension, off we go to
the playhouse to unwind ourselves. That is
why "light entertainments" nearly always

\ succeed in this metropolis. We clamor for
an excuse to laugh, as an antidote to the
drudgery of the bread-and-butter tussle.
It is the butterfly notion that can best
relish various Issues. In New York nine
out of ten are busy bees, hungry for a
"nlo-ht off" At tht> Herald Sonnre Tlieatrp
the clever recommendation, "It is to
laugh," has done as much for the musical
comedy there as has any member of the
cast. And we are now lured to Koster &
Bial's by the picture of a horse laughing.
Let us laugh. Let us laugh. That is the
fi-v Aripps liens la fin du moride.

"If I want to ory," says mateifamlllas.
"all I have to do Is to stay at home and
look at rnv unnald hills."
"If I am anxious for reflection," avers

paterfamilias, "my ledger will furnish me

with as much as I require."
And the question naturally arises: Where

does the laugh come in? Few people know

i

why they laugh. If they stopped to analyzetheir merriment its edge would be
blunted. Intellectual humor is not at all
in vogue. The more unthinking the laughter,the more exhilarating Its effect. All
the manncers will tell vou that. They
know all about it. They speculate in it.
They buy plays that are warranted to containa laugh a minute.or they think that
they do, which amounts to nrctty much
the same thing. /[

( If you will carefully consider the chuckleevolvingproductions in this city last week,
you will easily discover the cause of our

mirth. You will become quite convinced of
the undoubted fact that the most pregnant
source of laughter lies in the misfortunes
of others. Humor is ill-natured. We revel
in the sense of superiority that conies to
us when we watch our fellows making fools
of themselves. The trusting husband,
whose wife is inconstant.with an ineon-
mancy mill is apparent to everyDQuy DUt
to him.makes us hold our sides and shriek.
Why? Because it is so fantastic to be
"on the inside track" of it all, and to de-
t*flt human weakness In Its absurdest form,
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in "Never Again/'
while sitting comfortably, warmly and !r

responsibly in a well-appointed playhouse.
The ancient wife with the juvenile hus11.1ii.l n-l.. »,lmajor n.Ul, nvcttir ilia

atre girls, keeping up the illusion of domesticdevotion in the most conscientious man

ner, never fails to produce the tintin
nabulation ot" laughter. We feel so superior.We know it all. It is so gorgeous
lo revci ill lie oiu lauy s uiisiui luiie, wnu

Its unreality as an excuse. We hug our

selves iu sheer delight. We laugh our sides
loose, and we are certain that it is all perfectlyharmless; that it is human nature.
Grotesque make-ups till our souls with joy,
generally because they vaguely suggest
some friend at whom, in real life, we

should deem it impolite to smile. The
colossal success of May Kobson as the
queen of make-up artists is entirely due tc
her clever portrayal of the foibles of living
types whom we encounter in our serious
moments and treat seriously.
Yes. we can laugh at human weakness,and we can laugh at little else.

It Is Innate. As children, we roar

at the odious fate of the clown

/
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"me"

in the circus. The more lie is
kicked and buffeted around the more we

.veil. He cannot fall over chairs enough to
please us. He cannot stumble into traps
and awaken our compassion. Our fathers
and mothers pay their money out to treat
us to a serieis of entertaining misfortunes,
and we are duly grateful. People win
can't laugh at this sort of thing arc voted
dyspeptic, splenetic and hypochondriacs.
There is something wrong with them. I
will herewith confess that I have never
met such people.
The humor of New York is ill-natureJ.

All humor is ill-natured. Even Mr. Addisonhad his little say 011 that subject. "The
passion of laughter," declared Addison, 'is
nothlnt? else hilt a lift,!on ulnnr onloIn«» *.nni

some sudden conception of some omineicy
in ourselves by comparison with the inflimitlesof others, or with our own formerly.
Everybody laughs at somebody that is In
an inferior state of folly to himself. It wis
formerly the custom for every great house
in England to keep a tame fool dressed in

petticoats, that the heir of the family migh'
have an opportunity of joking upon hia

wyp
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and diverting himself with his absurdities.
For the same reason idiots are still in requestiii most of the courts of Germany,
where there is not a prince of any great
magnificence who has not two or three
dressed, distinguished, indisputed fools in
his retinue whom the rest of the courtiers
are always inakiug their jests upon."
In New York we can't keep inferior fools

in our household. We need all available
space for ourselves. Managers engage the
fools, and allow us to wallow In their
mimic infirmities for a trivial sum that we

are willing and anxious to expend.
If you don't believe that we laugh at the

misfortunes of others, just look around you
and you will soon be convinced. At the
uarricK i/nearre a rrencu jurce is uemg performed.'under the title of "Never Again."
Some time ago there was a popular belief
that the events of tlie divorce court were not

diverting to Americans. In fact, 1 have
heard at least one erudite speculator remarkthat the snnctity of the home was the

great feature of American life. He even

poihted scornfully to the frivolous tone of
French productions, and said that Americanshad a humor of their own that steered
away from marital infelicities.
Yet the principal laughter-provoking scene

in "Never Again" is a chaos of illicit misadventure.A buxom young wife, married to
an egotistical violoncellist, with long hair
and interminable egotism, meets an old
lover. The two were familiar even with
pet names. He was Da-Da, and she was

Zee-Zee.or something of the sort. He rents
an apartment, and invites her to meet him
there. You see them alone.in dual solitude.(The smile begins to dawn upon
your features.) Tlie husband, nowever. nas

rented the same apartment. He enters
tlie parlor and sees their supper laid.they
being at the back of the house. He eats
the supper, the janitor standing there,
frenziedly anxious to get him away. (The
smile has dawned, and is merging into a

laugh.) Husband is finally removed, and the
guilty couple take their (daces at the table.
Tliey have settled down to material enjoy-
meat of bird and bottle, when husband re-'
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tries to peep at the lady.
"I should like to see her." he remarks,
"You wouldn't like to see her," retorts a

friend. (The laughter now bubbles forth
in a merry stream.) At the climax of this
scene the wife falls, limp, into a chair in a
dead faint. They carry her through the
apartment from room to room, followed by
the people interested In the episode. Ir
is a pandemonium of luckless passion
brought to bay. The old gentleman who
had been renewing his acquaintance with
the violoncellist's wife bad a deceived
spouse of his own. She also appears, irate
and unduly suspicious, and the scene ends
in riotous subterfuges. (The laughter has
merged into a roar. The audience is convulsed.)
You laughed with the rest, of course.

IU1 jausuici is JUBI ns l uuiagiuus as

measles, as friends of managers ace aware
when they pay to start It. In reality you

II have been immensely amused at a young!
11 wife who fa supping with somebody else's
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husband who believes tbat bis legitimate
spouse is dumb, and who is amusing him- '
self with a souvenir of his earlier Lothario
days; and.principally.at the hideous old
woman who has been playing "dumb." and
who suddenly appears to confront her an-

tique spouse. What compelled your intensestmirth, however, was the delusion of ;
the old violoncellist.
"The husband must be an old fool," he

cries ecstatically, and as you know that he
himself is the old fool, you shriek. It is
so inordinately funny.so absolutely irre-
sistible. You laugh all the more because
you know that in real life you would pre-
icuu uj^uiuu'aiy w uc ounjr iui [iifae
four sexual offenders.sorry for, or angry
with, tlieru. Of the buxom wife you would
say, smoothly. "She Is a wretch, and we'll
cut her dead the next time we meet her."
Of the old" husband you would i-emark.'
"There is no beast like an old beast. He
is simply sickening." Of the ancient wife
you would observe, "Poor old soul! My

r.tf t. <....4-.
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case of man's perfidy." And of the violoncellistyou would opine that he deserved
his f;ite for being such an egotistical ass.
There Is nothing in the world so funny

as tragedy. Tragedy is the spice of life.
on'^the stage. If "Never Again" succeeds,
it will be certainly due to the fact that
the audience is permitted to view as comedythat which, to the people on the stage,
is tragedy. Try and understand that. It
Isn't a bit subtle. In fact, this whole questionnever even grazes the possibility of
subtlety. New York humor is not as disIN

ay trilnd muffinFrom India

similar from Paris humor as we are inclinedto belieye. This is a progressive community,and if progress continues, any
French play will find a place on the Americanstage without the intervention of the
expurging moralist. The types in "Never
Again" fill us with a sense of our own superiority.Ha! Ha! we "wouldn't be in that
husband's' boots, ile! He! we'd like to sec

a woman making such a fool of us! Ho!
Ho! Picture a modern man as blind as that
inane violoncellist.
in J.lie Vill'l mom rarus mere is vmr

scene that never fails to convulse the
audience. A husband, described in the
programme as "a shining light," disguiBes
himself in a kilt and. appears at "the Spa
Hotel, Kchoffenburgen." His wife turns
up at the same resort, and does not recognizehim. While he i.s partaking of a meal
at a table he is forced to tire wooing of his
lauy uy some oiuer inioiv, in ins

agony he bolts his food. throws food unconsciouslydown his throat, and simulates
the sensations of the outraged husbaiid
in various ways. The audience simply
lwwis. There he sits.the fool.absurd in j

mm
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i Highlander costume, while under his
eery nose his legitimate spouse is playing
him false.
This situation appeals to the audience as

lelightfuliy pungent. It is human nature
shown up in all its insecurity and riskiness.The saucy old husband becomes a
rerltable buffoon, dripping with fun, and
hero la n ..f iii«h,.i«..=

tackle of the unconscious wife gulled by ;i
kilt. You would look askant at the man
who snbl to you. "I cannot laugh at this."
Sou would say to hiin. "Take some pills,
lear boy. You have a liver," and you would
'eel genuinely apprehensive of his health. Y'et
the husband in this "Girl from Paris" case
is really nothing more than Addison's
"tame fool dressed in petticoats," and
you laugh at him because you believe him
lo be-distinctly inferior in every way to
yourself. If this isn't ill-natured, what is?
I'he situation would lose all its humor if the
liusbaud instantly realized the significanceifhis position. You wouldn't laugli at all.It would fall as flat as a pancake. To

lis mis nusuami must be mentallyInfirm and conspicuously In difficulties.
May Irwin, the rotund humorist, knows

more of human nature than any ten playwrightswho dish up human foibles appetizlnglyfor us. Miss Irwin, in her
knowledge of our ill-nature, gets ahead of
us with surprising effect. Before we have
time to laugh at her she laughs at ljerself.And that simply rivets our admiration.We love May Irwin. We are gratefulto her. We think she is the funniestcrea'ture on envth ho/>o.,o« a-

, jusi lu amuse
us, slie makes a butt of lierself. It is veryordinary for one person to make a butt of
another on the stage.in fact, it is the oldidea of the clown of the circus.but it is
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Play Rosalind."
W« 'lean back and roar. If anybody e!<e

had dared to make such remarks (and no

«w would allow it) it would have ten
Ingm XT"; bUt "le itlf>:l °f a latly niak"
ng Ill-natured remarks about herself simply
levalutftmjzes us. we can scarcely believe
««r ears. I. reality, these remarks were

^ course, a long-felt .want. We had been
thinking rather sneeringly that Miss Irwin
was very fat to dauce and sins so skittishly.We had almost determined to pass unkindremarks about her as soon as we got
home, and roast her generally. And, lo!
and behold! this remarkable woman knew
us like a book and got ahead of us. She
cast her inferiority in our faces.

.
She

said to us, in effect, "You are nice and slim
and lissome. I am awfully fat. Imagine
me playing Rosalind! Ha! Ha! Ha! Think
of m.v giant proportions wedged into a

cigarette picture! He! lie! He!"
May Irwin charms us because she shows

us that she can be j 11st as ill-natured on the
subject of her jn 11 imperfections as one

could be. We r-joice to find anybody quite
so efCerveacentlj ill-natured. I will not hesi-

gr/^l

"I Have Trouble Enough as

Gapit
tate to say that May Irwin's innnrtise
vogue is due entirely to her marvellous un!derstandiug of human nature. She is perfectlyaware of the "fact that if she posed
as a sylph and stood in the centre of the
stage and warbled, "Oh. love! I lore you.
My love!" In the usual stellar manner she
would awaken nothing but our derision.
Miss Irwin emulates the example of Falst.tiflf.who is funny merely because, he

makes a guy of himself before other people
do It for him. "Men of all sortp," says
Falstaff, "take a pride to gird at me. The
brain of man is not able to Invent anythingthat tends to laughter more than I
invent, or is invented on me. I am not only
witty in myself, but the cause that wit is
In other men."
hi "The Widow Jones" May Irwin first

won our approval by this remark: "The advantageof having" a big mouth is that you
<-an kiss and talk at the same time." The
audience was aghast at htw daring; then
they warmed Into admiration of it.
"She knows her Imperfections." they

said. "She has a very large mouth. It is
very ugly. We cannot recall any that is
uglier. How. strange of her to tell us what

I we know! How clever! Ha.' Ha: Hal"

And clever May Irwin's tactics undoubt-
edly are.clever, tinged with a streak of
genius. Dickens knew no more of human
nature than does May Irwin. The beauty of
it all is that while we think we aijp laugh'l.w. n «-11,, | ,, r.1,1. r.

at ours.

The success of "My Friend from India"
is due to the mirror scene, which is a new

phase of our ill-nature served up uncon-

ventionaily. A comedian dressed as a

woman gets behind a glass to hide. Immediatelyafterward enters a real woman.

attired identically. She takes the trouble
to explain that she eanuot see very well
without her spectacles, and thus, mistaking
the glass for a looking glass, imagines that
she sees her own reflection therein. The
comedian behind the glass imitates all her
ridiculous, perky, affected and peacockiau
moiions. and von burst into laughter at
his ingenuity, and at tlie sight of a frivolouswoman making such a fool of herself.
There Is more genuine humor in this sit!noli.... ll,o.. In «ho sitVinns T V. o.Incnrihn/l
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But ill-nature is at the back of it. The
laughter is caused by the woman's decep-
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.been improved, however. Do Wolf Hopper
is in persistent "rapport" with his audience,and his knowledge of what pleases
Xew 1'oikeFs is second only to that owned
by May Irwin. Of course, the constant
appearance of this elongated gentleman by
the side of his dainty, piquant little wife,
Edpa Wallace, is itself a fruitful source of
laughter.
The night I saw "El Capitan" was a

very enthusiastic occasion. "The Typical
Scenes of Zanzibar" was encored about
fifteen times. For one of the encores Hopperappeared with a realistic struggle for
the centre of the stage. "They want me,"
cried Edna. "Can't you see that the/
want me?"
Hopper turned to the audience with a

very disconsolate expression on his face.
just the sort of disconsolateness that N'ew
Yorkers love to see. "For goodness' sake,"
he cried, pathetically, "don't encourage her.
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I have troulile enough as it is."
The audience responded with a guffaw

that shook the chandelier. Hopper was

bringing himself voluntarily into their illnaturedintelligibility. He was "making I t

fun" of his marital position. He was holdinghimself up for derision as a hen-pecked
husband. He was setting forth little Edna
Wallace as ar. exacting wife, who made
things lively for him off the stage. Every
man in the audience cheered his utterance
as something overweeniugly confidential
and pleasant. The women chuckled with
delight at the picture framed for their ex-

press edification. .

Comedians can only sncceed in New
York when they thoroughly understand the
not very mysterious ramifications of our nature.Playwrights will only make a hit as
Imifrh-pvtilvprs Yvhpn thpv liflvo IpnrnpH tlu»

secret of our liumdr-point. And that secret
is an intense edification at the discomfiture J L
of our neighbors and a yearning desire
that our comedians and comediennes shall
show themselves in situations that render
them distinctly inferior to ourselves.

ALAN DAL*.
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